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•I8TBICT OV MASSACHUSETTS, T< 

DUtrktCi 

BE it TCmemhered, that on tJie ktoiA i 
iKr, A. D. 1812, and in the thiny-«eTentfa i 
dependence of the United States of Am 
Sl^biiu, of the said District, has deposited 
the Title of a Book, the Bight whereof he 
nrietor, in the words following, fo wU—*^ HI 
ISLLEN. With other Poems. The Trial 
Billowy Watec..The Plunderer's Gxaw 
Drop....The Billow. By Lwius M, S^rg 

In oonfhnuity to the Act of the Congrest 
States, entitled, "An Act for the Enoouragei 
ing, by seeurii^ the Copies of Maps, Cluuti 
the Attthon and Ptopneton of such Cop 
times theran mentkoMd i" and also to an 
" An^Act sappleinaitar^ to an Act, entitlt 



No more time has been devoted to the 
reyision of this volume than some few 
hours, unoccupied in the pursuits of my 
profession. This edition therefore is not 
published on account of any essential im- 
provement which it has received, al- 
though, in some instances, I have availed 
myself of the kindness of friends, and the 
ingeiHiity of enemies. 

An tua demcDS 
Vnibua 10 ludis dictari carmina malis ? 
Nod. ego *. nam satis est equitem niihi plaudere : 

utaudaz, 
Cootemtis aliis, explosa Arbuscula dixit. 
Moi* moveat dmex Pantilius p Aut cruciet, qudd 
Vellicet absentem Demetrius P aut qudd Ineptus 
Pamiiui Hermogems laedat conviva TigeUi ? 
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DEDICATION. 

TO THE MEMOHY OF MY BROTHKE. 

SflAoi of my brother dear ! 
Oft at the ttlent close of summer day, 

Fond memory brings thee near ; 
And often have I sought that hour, to pay 

The tribute of my tear. 

For if timers varying currents roll 
One hour, which o^er thy gentle soul 
Could reign, with more <^ magic powV, 

Than ev'ry hour besnde. 
It was that sweet, that musing hour 

Of summer's eventide. 

Not emulous, our friendly skiffi pursued 
The track of life, down childhood^'s bubbling tide ; 
And passM the flood of boyhood, wild and rude, 
Like partners in the voyage, side by side ; 
But scarce the rapids or our youth were pass'd, 
Scarce op'd before us manhood's ocean wide, 
Ere thy &ir vessel yielded to the blast. 



Though Heav*n to both did equal love impart, 
T«t fltAter gifts were thme, and happier doom. 



tn Doynooa's waiJcs, and snady oon 
And youthful sports, and satchell^d 
And task forgot, and winter night, 
Wasted o^er tale and legend light. 
Till ev^iy blast we chancM to hear, 
Bron^t elf^ or fiend, or giant near. 

Full dt a tear-drop memory borrows, 
When fairly thus her hand displays 
The simple scenes of former days ; 

And yet thitt tear-drop is not sorrow's 
For tears, that flow at sorrow's call 
Are always felt before they fall. 
But here, when memory brings to vi 
Dear, early scenes, for ever gone. 
The heart scarce feels how strong, 1 
The lines by memory's hand are dn 
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Thy meteor lamp of poesy, 

That shone with gairish ray, 

liUrM my fond heart to follow thee. 
Mid fence's airy way. 

There have I paas'd my happiest hoon, 

Entwining fancy's fairy flow'rs. 

And thus I now have wreath'd for thee 

These simple flow'rs in garland wild. 

This chaplet of my poesy j 

For thoa wert £emcy's fevourM child 

Brother ! to thee if it were pven* 
To leave awhile thy rest in Heaven ;-. 
If thoa couldst weep, thy gentle tear 
Woald steal, of Hubert's fate to hear; 
And pity sure would dim thine eye. 
At Ellen's love and constancy. 
For ne'er a theme thy heart could move, 
like gentle woman's constant love. 
And sure to thee did Heav'n impart. 
No fickle, no inconstant heart. 

Dear Spirit! I have heard thee say, 
'* If cruel &te should bear away 
Her, who alooe my heart can sway. 
Oh! could that heart again be gay .^ 
And could I ever, ever bear 
To part this braid of^aubum hair ? 



Until witb me, iius unit; unuu 
Beside her in the grave be kiid. 
For when in death my limbs grow d 
Sure none will be of heart unkind, 
Sure none to constant love so blind, 
Whose cruel hand will rudely tear 
Away this braid of auburn hair !*'... 

Shade of my brother dear ! 
Oh ! if the chaplet I have twin'd 
Be not unworthy hard like the^. 

Then let me dream thee neai 
And round thy brows in fancy bind 
These wild flowers of my poesy ! 

And though the world sever 
May scorn my flow'rets, till they ft 
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HUBERT AND ELLEN. 



THIS poem eonunenees vnth the aUren of in old mtm 
to a struie^, who is supposed to he guaaag ^ * nuod- 
•e, reclining upon a gnTe ; new wludi; tiw old nm i> 
ituidiDg. 



TY ANDWii*, stay ! 
If your gentle heart would know 

Who, beneath the lonely willow, 
Makes the simple stone his pillow, 
And turns by fits from deepest wo, 
To laughter gay. 

Wanderer, though upon his brow, 
Sad despair, and sorrow now. 
And fitful grief, and laughter wild 
Mark him distraction^s dearest child ; 
Though hair and beard, uncouth and long, 
Have done his manly features wrong ; 
Yet ev'ry dee]^en'd furrow there 
Is less the mark of age than care : 
And oft he holds his visage high. 
Often his dark and fevered eye 
The quickening fire of youth betrays, 
And lofty glance of better days. 



Is seen in stately tow*r ; 
Nor lordly suitor bows tlie kiMe 
To courtly damsel, fiadr and free, 

Well met in sylvan bow*r. 
Or chance to you the world is deai 
So dear, you have no hour for sorrow 
T(^ heave a sigh, to 6hed a tear, 

For other*s wo : 
If then your thoughts are all for mon 
For worldly good, for worldly gear, 
*Twere shame that you the tale shoul 

Go, Wand'rcr, go.... 

Yet stay, and first fbi*give the wroQg 
Of speech unlrind and sland*ious tong 
For pride is high upon your cheeky 
The dem is in your eye. 
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And counts them slowly o*er and o*«r, 
And laughs by fits, and cries, 
And mutters to himself alone, 
"Here little £iien lies.*' 

# 

Ah ! gentle wanderer, *tis a dreaiy sigtat, 
When all the world is hush*d in stillest night, 
To see poor Hubert steal to Ellen's grave ; 
And read the tablet by the rnocm's pale light. 
And utter senseless prayV, and wildly rave. 
And wring his hands, and shriek with pimugery, 
And start, to hear the owlet's shrill reply. 

Five summers now have pass'd away. 
Since Ellen slept beneath the willoW ; 

Five summers now have shed thdr ray, 

Since wretched Hubert, night and day. 
Has made Che simple stone his pillow : 
Reckless of summer's heat and. winter's oold. 
And pitying neighbours oft the tale have told. 
How, when the maniac's life to save. 
They sought the wretch at Ellen's grave, 
They found him, on the tablet low, 
Brushing away the falling snow. 

Some story of the hapless pair i^'^!^ . ^ 

v.. ."V 

Is told by ev'ry villager ; • * i^. 4 

Enough to raise the childish fear, /Ar ■' 
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And how he phic*d the tablet stoae, 
0*er Ellen's grave, with tender cart 

And how his heart would swel 
When oft he sought the spot alone, 
And BcatterM rose and lily there. 
And how, when sorrow tumM his b 
He lost his gallant air and mien. 
And many other tales beside, 
Of Hubert and his hapless bride, ' 

The village dame can telL 

And some there are. 
Who say, that Hubert on the even. 
Close by her bed, when Ellen died 
Knelt down, and weeping at her di 

MutterM short pray'r ; ' 
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But it has never been denied. 

That, like a lover true, 
For days and nights, at EUen^s side, 
Hubert gaz'd o'n* her features pale ; 
And when her spirit seemM to fail. 

Her hand more closely dreiTf 
And when at last poor Ellen died. 
Though still he gaz'd, and sacQy sighed, 
^is said, no tear was seen to flow ; 
But on his wan and haggard Inx>wv 
There was so strai^e and wild a stare; 
That noue a second look could bear. 

But the sad story, save to me, 
Is y&iVd in deepest mystery. 

Poor, crasy Hubert knows me not ! 
And by that wild unconscious gace, 
He tells me not of former days f- 
Naught lingers of ronembrance there 
The frantic look, the vacant stare 
Show, that my features are forgot 
Tet gentle wanderer, well I know. 
This wretch, who looks so mean and low. 
Before his senses fail'd him aught, 
Ne'er tumM his back on friend or foe. 
And, though it strange may seem to thee^ 
STe'er livM more gallant youth than he,. 



He was my friend... .but, stranger, say 
Why gaze upon n^ locks of grey, 
My humble garb, my lowly mien. 
And oaken stafl^ oo which I lean ? 
Though I am old, I cannot brook 
That curious glance and doubting lool 
I said, that Hubert was my friend : 
Think you my boastful words intend. 
That I was gallant Hubert*s peer, 
When his were honours, wealth, and ] 
No, stranger, wrong me not in though 
Nor will old Edwy tell you auj^t. 
Of all the story less sincere. 
Than that this wretch is Hubert here, 
But my poor knees are weak and old. 
Beneath the neighboring elm, *tis meet 
To seek the cool sequestered seat, 
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I tervM his crael rire with fear, 

And leamM to love the child. 

And when to manly yean he came, 
My love for Hubert was the same. 
And when, becaose he long withstood 
flis father^s wiU, nor gave his hand 
Against his heart, for lady's land, 
His cruel sire, in stubborn mood 
On hapless Hubert closM his door, 
And robbM of all his hopes ; be sure 
Old £dwy*s heart could ill endure 
Such cruel £aitc, but lovM him more. 
It was an heavy time indeed. 

Such sad mishap to know ; 
For then his heart had learned to bleed. 

For hapless Ellen^s woe : 
And sorrow clouded o'er his brow, 
And sad repentant tears did flow. 

For, though he was as fiur, and free. 

And kind, as gallant youth could be, 

In all beside, and ne'er delay'd 

His hand, when pity claim'd his aid ; 

Yet, on his soul a fatal blot 
Is deeply dy'd, so dark a stain 
Shall long with Hubert's name remain. 
When wretr'ied Ellen is forgot : 
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High his heart would beat in pleasu 
CareleflB d the tears oC morrow ; 
Lightly woald he seize the treasure, 
Reckleas of a maideo^s sorrow. 

And oft up<» the modest eye, 
Hubert would bend his eye of blue, 
And talk of love, and seem so true, 
In ev*ry wcurd, in ev'ry sigh ; 
That simple maiden never dream*d, 

That Hubert false would prove 
And if^ upon his features fair. 
She look'd, for wily falsehood there 
Such glance that maiden well mighl 
On face, that beamed so fair and tru 
Where ev*ry look so gently seemM 

To tell of naught but love. 
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Yet none more supply bowM the knee. 
And none could heave more tender sigh, 
And none more kindly glanced an eye, 
On gentle lady &ir, than he. 

Then simple maid would sure believe, 
That Hubert^s smile could ne^er deceive ; 
Till in some sad and lone retreat, 
With tears, and sighs, and wan despair. 
And naught of love and Hubert there. 
The wretch would seek sequestered seat, 
And mourn, unheard, her sorrows o*er : 
Till tears at length would cease to flow, 
And sighs would yield to silent woe ; 
And then, with fiadnting look and wild. 
Clasp to her breast her naked child. 
And close her eyes, to weep no mpre.... 

Time fast has flown, since Ellen smil'd. 
Where in a vale beside the wood. 
Old £dgar*s lonely cottage stood ; 
Poor, widowM Mary's only child. 
For Edgar never livM to know. 

Of Ellen's hapless doom ; 
And ere the days of Ellen's woe. 
Thrice had the summer flow'ret grown; 
And thrice cold winter's blast had blowi, 

On £«dg»r's lowly tomb. 



Poor Maiy^B wants were itill supplied 
07 tender EUea^s care. 

At early dawn, her little feet 
The dew ftom off the pathway heat, 
And watier ficom the brook she drew : 
And oft she pluck'O the flow'r, that gi 

Upon the margin fair ; 
And still while poor old Mary slept, 
SmilinT, towards her pillow crept, 

And gently placM it there. 
Then silent would she watch, the wh' 
Her fond surprise and wak'ning smile 

V 

* Next, with kind look and wiUing has 
She brought her mother's slight repa 
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Bre from its place she gaily drew, 
And o*er her finger lightly swung. 

And, o*er her auburn gay, 
Before she had her gipsy tied, 
Whose shadNry brim could poorly hide 
Her fiury foce and floating pride; 
His frequent bark would loudly chide 

Her lingering step^s delay. 

Scarce on the string she placM her hand. 
Ere Carlo would in silence stand, 
With forward head, and upward ear, 
The sound of lifting latch to hear ; 
His body back, his foot before, 
' And eye, intent oipon the door. 
Scarce Ellen then the bobbin drew, 
Ere o*er the threshold Carlo flew. 
And swiftly shot along the lawn. 
With eaglets speed ; nor had she more 
Than droppM the I^tch, and closM the door, 
Ere Carlo down the bill had gone. 
And scarce she left the threshold stokie, 
Ere he had swum the brook below, 
And climb'd the cliff, and on its brow 
PausM, and look*d back on Ellen^s way, 
Shook from his locks the water spray, 
Then barkM again to chide delay. 



\ 



Carlo was fairty out of sight 

With health and sweet cootent 
Thus Ellen passM her eariy hours, 

Nor e'er had op'd her eyes on sorrow ; 
Save once, hat long those tears had < 
»Twa8 when her fether, Edgar, died. 
And thus, with basket at her side, 

Ellen and Carlo went 
In search of herbs, and fruits, and flc 
And homeward with the little store. 
At even, sought the cottage door. 

Then to the village on the morrow, 
Carlo and little Ellen came, 
To sell them to the village dame. 

iir:44. .inwAf «l«Tt fhAn Carlo trod. 
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It was a pleasant thing, to see 
Ellen at even merrily, 
When lengthening shadows, o'er the lea, 
CallM home the ploughman wearily ; 
Tripping with lightsome steps along, 
While half untied hor bonnet hung ; 
And Carlo, marcUng dose before. 
With lifted head, the basket bore. 
O'erpaid was Ellen for the toil 
By Mary^s kind and greeting smile, 
But when her little gains she showM, 
And laid upon her mother*s knee. 
And smiling said, *^ His all for thee ;*' 
The tear, dovnti Mary's cheek that flow'd. 
To Ellen's heart was far more dear. 
Than worlds of wealth and costly gear. 

Oft have I seen fair Ellen come. 
With Carlo to the cottage home ; 
For Hubert often sped me there. 
Oft then would Mary turn aside, 
Wiping away the trickling tear, 
Then would she say, that I must bear 
Kind thanks, for gentle Hubert's cheer ; 
And tell bioi, that at eventide, 
Ellen, her little bed beside. 
Would clasp her hands for him in pray'r; 
While Ellen with a smile replied, 
To all his greeting fair. 



Of aught, but poor, old Mary's oe 

When Hubert first revealM the ta 
Of Mary's cottage in the vale, 
He passM the matter lightly o'er ; 
How in the glade, some days befoi 
Fatigu'd with vain pursuit of gam< 
It chanc'd he to the cottage came : 
Then kindly thither bade me go 
Of poor, old Mary's health to kno 
And, if 1 saw a maiden there, 
With hazel eye and auburn hair. 
From him to speak the damsel fail 

Yet, in his face that beam'd the wi 
Was naught but pity's gentle smih 
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Whenever, in seemng pity's need. 
The will of Hubert bade me speed: 
Time thus had swiftly passM away. 
At len^, less eager Hubert seemM, 
Of pO(xr, old Mary^ weal to know ; 
And scarce at last be lent an ear. 
Of all her gentle speedi to hear. 
And, when I told of Maiy'stear, 
No smile upon his fece there beam*d^ 
But move of sadness retted there. 

And when, as Mary bade me bear, 
I said, that oft at eventide, 
Ellen, her little bed beside. 
Would clasp her bends for him in pray*r ; 
There came a cloud upon his brow, 
Bursting in drops of heaviest wo. 
I marvell'd much', but understood, 
No cause £ar Hubert's chauging mood. 

Again henever bade me go^ 

To Mary's humble eot; 
And long ne^tect might plainly «how, 

Poor Mary was forgot 

And, when. but stranger, gently bear 

The weakness of an old man's tear: 
it is the tribute mem'ry pays. 
To 8C«De9 of youth and happier days. 
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Can bring so near 
Tour native land, beyond the bill< 

And riiow 80 dear 
Dear early scenes, that time wool 
And paint the friend, now sunk fo 

With hand so true, 
That long lost friend, and distant 
And scenes of youth before yoa c 

In present view? 

If such an hoar you never knew, 
Ah, then indeed you ne*er can b 
Why down my cheek tears freely 
When, on my memory rushing, o 
Dear thoughts of Mary's humbl 
The peaceful look, the greeting 
TKo KmnV. ihti lifll. the hawtho 
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Ob ! could I see tiiat smile once more, 
And Ellen at the cottage dper, 
And cracy Hiibert*s madness o*er ; 
How sweetfy then could Edwy die, 
While tean bedew'd his dosiog ejc.... 

I said, that Hubertjne^er again 
Bade me to Mary's cot repair. 
But 1 had sfrayM so often there, 
Ere the chill blast of winter wild 
Had laid the little woodland bare, 
That I had often wish'd to know. 
How look*d the hawthoni, 'neaththe sodw. 
Sure were my gentle liints to £ajl 
Which oft wece tried on Hubert's ear; 
Thinking wme kind, returning care 
Again would bid me seek the vale. 
And when, at last, my words were bold, 
Of long neglect, and wlf^ter's cold, 
And Mary, feeUe, poor, and old ; 
His eye shot forth an angry beam. 
And as he briskly tum'd away, 
He bode me wut some future day. 
Changing my suit for lighter theme. 
At length, my feet unbidden trod 
Once more, toward the little wood. 
Where Mary's simple cottage stood. 



^.^j wufwaxiiug, wuen 1 sp 

Of Maiy, ai^'d mysteiy; 
Yet, if my wav'ring, Uf^ sun 
Rested on Ellen's haael eyeg^ 
And lovely face, and aubarn fa 
It scarce an instant rested thei 

As weary felcon rests his feet, 
Oahranch too feeble for bis wi 
And, scarcely cow»rs his wing t 
Ere he again has ta'enhis fligh 

Full in my mind, came ev^ w 
Hubert ere spake of M aiy's nee 
And fresh his smile of pity came 
And when I thought how seldon 
On Hubert's lips was EUen's na 
His gentle heart and genVous d 
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From Mary'fl cottage shone ; 
It cheer'd my heart, my steps more light 

PassM o*er the vall^ l<me ; 
Aflceoding now the little hill, 

They gainM the threshold stone. 



My heart misgave ; that sudden chiU, 
That ran my brow so swiftly o*er. 
When first I opM the cottage door, 
Came, like the harinnger <^ wo. 
And Carlo, on the cottage floor, 
Crouching inseeming sorrow low, 
Whose eager bark was wont before^ 
To diarge me briskly, at the door, 
StreqgthenM my boding fears of ill. 

In rapid turn mine eyes sunreyM 
The cottage o'er, with eager care 
Searching in yain for Ellen round ; 
Glance scarce at Mary once they made. 
Expectant still my wistAil ear, 
3o used the welcome voice to hear. 
Already seem'd to catch the sound. 

And when, in resting glance, at first, 
On Maiy^ eyes my own were bent. 
Her lo(A my very heart did burst, 
For pity, to my iDul it weit. 



Such sore despair and steadfietst wo, 
As reigii*dt o^er ev^iyfieotore theq, 
I never shall behold agen, 
With mortal sii^t, on Hiortal brow 
That piteous look will ever fo, 
With mem'iy, to my dying day. 
It seemed, in sorrow's deepest nee^ 
As if her very soul would part 
Such look would tame the Uackes! 
That ever thought revengeful deec 
'Twould make the wretch his crin 
*Twould blind the murderer's dark 
In purpose bentf and make the bn 
Fall sodden finom his nerveless hai 
Twould make the robber's heart 
And urge the miser's pitying sigh. 
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Her eyes apon the floor were bent, 
Forward from age her body leant; 
Her arms up<Hi her lap reposed, 
Her wHher'd hands in grief were dosM $ 
Her forehead, chedEer'd o*er with carat, 
Bore furrows deep and silver hairs t 
And, all the whQe in silent wo, 
Down her old face, where bitter tears 
Had left tiie lines of former years, 
Big drops of heavy grkf did flow. 

And now her streaming eyes, to Heaven 

Raising, she fix*d a moment there ; 

Lifting her hands still joinM in pray*r, 

As if she felt an instant then, 
Some feeble ray of hope were given. 

And now her hands were &H'n agen I 

And now, again defected Unw^ 

Her eyes sent forth thor streams of wo, 
As if her last faint hope were riven. 

And oft her sadly piercing look 

Came to my soul, with sharp rebuke. 

Then was I fidn (he more, to know 
Th* bitter cause of Mary's wo. 
For on my cheek thoogh ready pride^ 
At once, th* ungenerous charge denied^ 
Yet, whea I found my colour cams, 
I fear'd 'twould look like guilt and shame 



AM wnen 1 meQtioD'd Elleo^s : 
Such Borrow trembled through 1 
I thought it was her dying day. 
She sobbM aloud, her hands she 
And on her knees die feebly fell 
Her withered arms around me fli 
And then besought, that I wool 
Where was her dear, her only d 

And then, with piteous look she 
And faintly dasp'd my knees, an 
PVr blessing should be on my het 
If her last wish were not denied. 
To see her once, before she died. 

And, though by all my hopti in He 
Of life to come, and «n« f« 
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Till by my tears she surely knew 
Thatall my wordsand vows were true. 
Then Mary fahi would tell the tale, 
But oft her feeble power did fiul ; 
Of all the story many a word 
Was lost, or indistinctly heard; 
For, ere her heart could tell me all, 
Her sobs were deep, her voice was small. 

She said, it was a month bef<M«, 
Whoi Ellen bent her steps away ; 
Dress'd in her plaid and bonnet gay, 
To visit on tlie neighboring moor, 
At Agnes* cot, the hill beside. 
And, when old Mary bade her sure 
Betum, before the dose of day, 
Ellen with feeble v<Mce replied, 
She should be himie at eventide. 
Yet, when she spake, though Mary heard 
Her feeble voice and fenirring word ; 
And plainly mark'd she trembled o'er. 
While stsmding at the cottage docnr j 
The winter air was cold and chill. 
And Elkn had of late been ilL 

But, when she crossed the frozen brook, 
While Mary through the casement spied. 
Oft Ellen ftopp*d, and tumingf gai^d 
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And Mary tboaght of oaugbt beade 

Now swiftly piunM tiie boon away ; 
Deep, in the west, the parting sun 
MarkM the short race of winter daj 
Its fleeting gold no longer shone 
On little hill, and cottage lone ; 
Its fading Instre, fiuntly seen, 
Danc'do'er the pine's perennial gri 
Short while^ its gandy coloor now 
FlooncM round the mountain's win! 
And, while the last fantastic ray 
Curl'd o*er its cap of drifted snow, 
^Twas evening in the vale below. 

No longer Mary's sharpest ken 
Saw little hill, or nei^Vring gleo. 
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And DOW zgain. *twa8 sunken low ; 
And now its breath had ceasM to blov 
The brake, akmg the crusted snow t 
And noW| its li^test whisper still, 
Vo sound lemainM on Maiy^s ear. 
At length with weariness oppressed, 
And thinking £Ukn on the nioor, 
At Agnes* cot, would pass the night, 
Speeding her home, at morning light, 
OldMaiylaid her limbs to rest.... 

Broad day upon the cottage shone, 
Ere Mary woke; and, scarce she mourned, 
That Ellen yet had not retum'd, 
When, by the wonted bark, ^twas known, 
Carlo had reached the thresfaald stone. 

Quickly she rose, and op*d the door, 
Her lips half said the greeting ^ir, 

F<nrwardshe gave her welcome hand 

Then failM her heart, she scarce could stand, 
The little Ellen was not there; 
And Carlo had retumM alone. 

Slowly he passM the threshold o*er, 
And lagging step and panting tongue 
Spake weary limbs, and journey long. 
She look'dalongthe vale below, r-^ 

lo vain, for plaid aad boMwt greevt ^;, ;*^!i 




W'Wcb, 'Heath the hawthon 

And EUen vainly strove to i 
^ How oft, upon her little bed, 

•j When e»er of late her pray'n 

1^' BUen had 8obb*d aloud. 

Old Mai7'g Bund at length ti 

To seek for Ellen on the moc 

Her sad repast ID haste she n 

f ^** «a«e the besom, ere 8h« 

(. '^'^JUghtly round the cotta; 

Her humble couch she loosely 

Then trembled Maiy's feeble i 

Cold dew upon her forehead cs 

When first she tum'd her piUo 

For none, but Ellen, there had 

The purse, which Maro*- »,««-i 
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When meny Christmas eve came roimd, 
And holly deckM the cottage fair ; 
And Agnes, Ami, and Coastaiice there 
Partook of £UeD*8 weleome cheer ; 
Or forward bent, with ear profoand^ 
Old Maiy's wond'rous tale to hear ; 
Of wisard's mi^t, and giant's brandi 
And legend fiur of &iry land. 

But now, for sorrow's heavy swell. 
And tears, like 0oods of rain that fell, 
No more the tale coold Maiy tell. 
But finom its place the parse she took^ 
And, while upon my hand she laid. 
Though noo^t she spake, yet, in her look. 
Her veiy soul mi|^t well be read. 

My trembling fiqgen scarce unbound 
The silken string, that twinM it roond. 

Ah, wanderer ! sure, I need not tell 
What sorrow from mine eyes there fell. 
When, glancing down, they wander'd there. 
O'er purse, and gold, and trinkets fair; 
And bow my brow was damp and cold, 
When first they fix'd their eager gaze, ' 
Upon the little em'rald's rays. 
That HubcFt's Soger as'd to wear. 



The tale of griel, tuat JiUien touL 

In ev'iy line, 'twas plain to «gy 
The trembling hand and tearfid eye 

It was an artless tale of sorrow; 
How she had lait a willing ear, 
Long since, of Hubert's love.to hea 
How kind were all the words, that 1 
Delusive on his wily tongae : 
How she had often said, 'twas sham 
That gallant youth should wed witl 
And bade him woo some city dame. 
While Ellen chang'd her humble n 
For that of some poor cottager. 
How gently then would HubeA sm: 
And, gazing o'er her face the while 
Swear, that the fates would ill belie 
If Ellen were not Hubert's bride. 
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Hoir chang'd wu e^'ry scene ! 

The purliDf bfook, she lovM to hew, 

Though soft it manBor'd, pam*d her ear. 
The matin lark, whove loAy measure 
Could turn her momiiig toil to pleasiire; 

Though still his notes were loud and higlhy 

CallM the big tear to Elkn*s eye. 

All witherM seemed those hawthorn bowers, 

Where she had passM her happiest hours ; 

Though ne*er more lovely shone their ikm'ra, 
Mid leaves of livelier green. 

And how, full oft at rustling brake, 

Her cheek would flush, her limbs would shake ; 

And how, when Carlo brushed her l^, 

She started wild, yet knew not why ; 

And, when he IHskM in gambol gay. 

How tears, unwonted, found their way. 

And then she bade her last ferewell ; 
Saying, her feet no more could dweU, 
Where ev'ry scene did sadly tell 
Of former joys, of present wo. 
How happy once, how wretched now 
Was Ellen's hopeless doom. 

Still could she bear the world's rebuke^ 
Her own remorse, and woman's scorn ; 
Nay, an but Mary's piteous look. 



And thas her last request she made 
** Mother ! this purse thy hands coi 
.To Ellen, m her childish years ; 
^is now beneath thy pillow laid, 
Wet with thy daughter*s bitter tear 
Mother ! if thine with mine can bh 

Shed here thy deepest drops of sorrov 
And dream thy daughter's days did 

£re op'd her eyes, to weep for morrow 

''This em'rald ring to Hubert bear. 
Tell him, for me the pledge to weai 
Tell him, mt love am> constancy 

WITH LirZ SHALL X^EB ABinE ; 

For these were Hubert's words to d 
One summer's eventide." 
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*' Tc^ hin, for oold neglect and looff 

Though EUc&*8 tears do steal, 
Her heart iie*er chides him for the wrong; 
fiTor has that heart a wish, so strongt 

As that for HuberC*ii weal.** 

^ Tell him, if, od the leroll of Heave*, 
A crime be foond, recorded there, 
Tht hapUu EUeiCi ruWdfcme^ 
Jgttinst the wrddud BubertU name; 
Kind Heav'o will grant, her tears may fell« 
And wash that record from the scroll $ 
And in its place, shall stand, as fair, 
The KtUe EUerCa eotukml prsyr, 

77uU Huberft crime may be forgiven?*... . 

Deeply my heart was forced U> bleed, 

And fiut my tears to t<09r ; 
For shame, at Habert's cmel deed 

For grief, at Ellen's wo. 

In vain those tears of sorrow fk)w*d, 
In vain were all my words bestowM ^ 
And all in vain I strove to raise 
Old Maiy's hopes of happier days, 
When Ellen's self should sooth her wM#. 
Still ev'ry look was deep dismay, 
^o word in answer d'ersbe faid; 
4 



At leng;ih she said, all hopes n 

Her cup was full, her race was 

And well she knew, their sins forj 

:$he soon should meet her child ii 

For heart, so kind, and love, 8< 

Could ne'er endure such fortun 

To Hubert, then she bade me 1 
Ellen's for^veness, and tlie riuj 
And say, of all those years of w 
That hapless Hubert's heart mi 

Old Mary wish'dno BU)re, 
Of all those days of bitter gall, 
To wretched Hubert's lot migh' 
Than, when his youtli had wan^ 
And blood grew chill, and lockf 
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My tears Cut were flowSig,^ - 

The chill blast wat blcywing, 
*Tiras nudnight, and loae was the way o*cr tlie 
moor; 

Though dreary and cheerlesi, 

My bo8om was fearless. 
And ttrong were my steps, as I tum*d from the 

dOOT. 

The woes of poor £llen 
My heart high were swelliog ; 
That heart, *gaii9t the spoiler beat heavy anA 
strong; 
Those lips, that oft bless'd him. 
Those hands, that caiess'd him, 
JmplorM Heaven's vengeance to wait on the 
wrong. 

Yet, when I thoo^t, how oft his brow, 
Of late was clouded o*er with wo; 
And when the cause was now so cXestf^ 
Of sudden start, and frequent tear. 
And late carome, and goblet high, 
And all unwonted revdiy ; 
Some hope rose feebly o'er my mad : 
7f o youth was e'er as Hubert kmd ; 
llis^smile was feir, his heart was free, 
fn deedc of gentlest charity. 



Yet firm was J!klwy^8 purpose incn, 
That iie*er his limbs should rest agen, 
Though his old knees might need del; 
Though cold the blast, and long the * 
Until to Hubert he should bring 
The words of Ellen, and the ring. 
And, if the wretch should recreant p 
Alike to honour and to love j 
Then Edwy^s bitter curse should Aon 

On Hubert's head for ever ; 
And o*er the world would Ekiwy go. 
Till wand'ring EUcn, safe from harm 
Found rest in aged Edwjr*s arms : 
Nor pause till then his feet should ki 

Save life's frail thread should sere 

Then Edwy's store would well supp 
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4^ame Uig loud shout and lav^ter hi^, 
With, miogled ioivmIs of reveliy. 

And, when my Ibot-gteps reachM the hal^ 
-Twos rude carouse, and riot alL 
i^lound went the loag and jovial glee, 
And Hubert's v<Mce rai^; mei^rily. 

His mirth swell'd high my heart, the -more ; 
In soon, I gas'd his features <^er ; 
Soon then I mark'd his kindling eye, 
That glanced oo mine in fierce reply^ 
For oft, of late, my counsel bore, 
'Gainst nights of endlen rerelry. 

In wrath, upon my &ee he gaa'd ; 
His wine-sick brain could poorly brook 
My bended brow, and clouded look. 
And, when I wav'd my locks of grey. 
His burning anger forced its way ; 
A goblet from the board he rais'd, 
:Hehurl*d the cup, it scathM.my brow. 
And big, red drops began to £ow. 
Then riot roflc,iind all the throng 
Hang loud applause, in laughter long. 
But Hubert's face was clouded o'er j 
For, still regardless of the blow, 
Witli look unchanged, such glance I bore. 
>l s JB^wy DCFcr gave before. 
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Thine aim vaa true, thioe aim b sti 
So, Hubert, once were mine: 
Where HbaB old scar defonus my bn 
J'rom which, ooee more the nd die 
1 bore, for thee, a rufBan's blow ; 
This, arm then laid the victim low. 
And Bav*d that liieof thine * 
Full, in his eye, the tear-drop came 
He ipiaw'd his lip, for rage and sha 
Wanderer, when youthful blood ran 
When toys and liifleff were thy car 
Didst e*er, in boyish revelry^ 
^coffot an old man's silver hairs ? 
If so, perhaps thy heart has borne 
That ciA man's silent look of scorn 
Thfn well thou knowVt, why slept 
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His tremUii^lipf could noag^t reply, 
And tears o'erBow^d his donneMt ejre, 
For, scarce had gone the Doisjr croard, 
Ere &8t he wept and aobb'd a]oi]d.M. 

'* Hubert! preserve those tears that fiow, 
And died them for another's wo ! 
•If in thy breast, remorse, for wrong 

Can pluBge i|s deadly stiog ; 
If e*er thy heart of steel can bleed^ 
For blackest crime, for ibiilcst deed ; 
TTecp for the woes of her, to whom 

Thou gav*8t this emerald ring !*' 

Wild tiien and sodden was his start ; 

Soon from his lips the blood did part 

And strangely now he fixM his gaze, 

Upon the little em'rald's blase. 

Hb fading sight with frantic glare 

Seem*d feebly still directed there. 

Nor more then seem'd ; now reelM his head^ 

His senses failM, his vigour fled. 

Then flushed my fiice, my fears grew strongs . 

For flickering life had lingered long ; 

And long 1 chaTd his palms and brows, , ' 

Gre to his cheek the life-blood rose. 



Aua,irnenldeeii,»dhisrtrenj 

To hear the tale, I told bin, a 

And markM the bitter teai^dn 

Aiid,ereofbaIf«,7lipgeould 

They rested oft in short delay 

For oft lua cheek grew deadly j 

And oft hiff senses l^an to fail. 

But, when I said, "for all the 1 

She chides thee not J her const* 

Shall stand upon the scroll of hea^ 

That Hobert's crime n»y be foi^i 

Both pabns his wretched face di 

While, with short sobs, be feeblj 

'*Ohr spare me, cruel Edwy,sp 

"1^0, HiAert I" fidwTthPnw^. 
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Not fer is now that brighrniDg beam, 
Whose smile shall chase away thy sorrow. 

Oh, Hubert ! can thy heart be gay, 
While £llen'8 heart is sank for ever?" 

With quivering lip he quick did say, 
^ No! good old Edwy, never ! never ! 

Her wrongs shall be my daily theme ; 

Her woes shall be my nightly dream ; 

No smile upon this brow shall beam ^ 

No joy within this heart shall gleam ; 

No garb VU wear but weeds (rf'wo; 

No rest my wandering feet shall know ; 

In ev'ry draught my tears shall show'r, 
And mingle with the spring ; 

TiU Ellen's hand, in bridal hour, 

Receive Hat emerald ring !**.... 

Soft were my hours of short repose; 
I dream'd, that poor, old Mary's woes 
And hapless Ellen's griefs were o'er. 
And Hubert was a wretch no more.... 

Now, from my couch, in haste I rose. 
That Mary's heart might joy, to know 
Of Hubert's penitential vow. 
And, ne'er with half the speed, befi»«. 
Old Edwy reach'd the cottage door. 
Lightly my footsteps enter'd there. 
While on my brow smil'd tidings fair. 

6 



No blaze tbe cottage bea 
.•S, *j -^"^dCarlOiCouchMbeeid 

J*?-/ W'tii pHeoas whine, BDd 

J|j /: <>ne eager ^anceassurM 

t; Her wither»d ehio had sui 

/ And in her eye, half op'd, 

The Bilent lock of death n 

Her last sad tesfr had oeas< 
And frosen, on her cheek, 
And, whea I lightly pass'd 
With tremblteg haste, upo 
My fingers seem*d on moui 
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Wanderer, have yon ever 8 
Half hidden, inthelowlan 
The bashful lily of the val« 
One sugle bell upon a steir 
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8a7, have ycm torn sway the flofw V» 
The plaything of on idle hour, 

And thrown it U|^tly I^P 
And did you e'er, at partii^, view 
The stock, on which the lily grew, 
And mark, how soon the fe^k steBy 
Dishonoured of its only geos. 

Would droop, md pine, and di«^ 

Thus lovely once did Ellen seem. 
When first, beads the liUle stroam, 
Hubert bar arUess charms sorvey'd. 
As there at eventide she ste^'d. 

Thus, on her cheek the deepening hne^ 
More dosely seen, nioie lovely grew ; 
And thus her modest head she hung. 
When love was fifst oo Hubert's toDgo*. 
And thus he stole away the ilowV, 
The phythiRg of an idle hour. 

And threw it lightly by; 
And thus old Mary's heart, deipoil'd, 
Robb'd of her dear, her only child. 

Did dnx^, and pine, and die..„ 
Soon tum'd away my footsteps then, 
And never passM the vale agen. 
But, when I left the lonely oot. 
Old Carlo «eB«d to head me Ml; 




BinmT ADD ILLCN. 

Wlwtrin >im1 imwi7 were there, 
mere mr b>DE sMTcfa, >t lart, ngiunV 
AU, that or Ellen itill reaiaiD>d ? 
Kind rtraoga-, let me pan it o'er..., 
Bui DO, for DOW thioe uiiious eym 
Speak aome luikind, uifjiiit Runuae.... 



Hunk lightly of a woman') heoiiP 

Soch thoughtd were nuoe, but loog bdcm 
Thefrotli; tide of youth wu o^. 
And long, till manhood drew the vdt, 
^Gainst womanis heart, 1 lov*d to rul j 
<bin>t woman^ heart, I lov'd to hear 
The jot unkind, and word Kvere. 
For then it mrely tecDi'd to me, 
Hut woman*! h>ve and constancy 
Were legend light, and fairy tale. 

But it 'gaiut gentle woman, aught 
Thou bear'st, in sued ongei'nHu thought, 
Shame on a heart, tliat would disown 
The birert jewel in iti crown! 
Oh ! let auch thought ibr enr go I 
Or oevo', never tbalt tboo know 
Ufe'i deareit drop of halm, that flowi 
To mingle with thy wwldly wom. 



Yet firm was Edwy^s pnrpoee then 
That iie*er his limbs should rest z% 
Though his old knees might need c 
Though cold the blast, and kmg tl 
Until to Hubert he should bring 
The words of Ellen, and the ring. 
And, if the wretch should recreant 
Alike to honour and tolovej 
Then Edwy*s bitter corse should fl 

On Hubeii*8 head for ever ; 
And o*er the world would Edwy g 
Till wand^ng EUen, safe from hai 
Found rest in aged Edwy*s arms : 
Nor pause till then his feet should 

Save life's frail thread should se 

ThMi Edwv*i store woold well nil 
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4^ame Uie loud shout and lankier hi|^, 
With mingled lowids of revelry. 

And, when my foot-stepe reaehM the hali, 
^Twa8 rude caroute, and riot alL 
;Rouiid went the lopg and jovial glee, 
And Hubert's voice rang merrily. 

His mirth 8weU*d high my heart, the more; 
In scorn, I gasM his features o*er ; 
Soon then I mark'd his kindling eye, 
That glancM on mine in fierce reply. 
For oft, of late, my counsel bore, 
'Gainst nights of endless revehy. 

In wrath, upon my fiBMse he^^as'd ; 
His wmesick bnhk could poorly brook 
My bended brow, and clouded look. 
And, when I wav*d my locks of grey, 
His burning anger forced its way; 
A goblet from the board he rais'd, 
He hiirl*d the cup, it scath'd my brow. 
And big, red dns^ began ta^ow. 
Then riot rose, and all the throDg 
Hang loud applanse, in laughter long. 
But Hubert's face was clouded o'er ; 
For, still regardless of the blow, 
IVitli look uncbang'd, such glance I bore. 
> •JWwy DCFcr gave before. 



^^%.„*^w . kMtiSc UB1I7I i:t3Kim los 
Thine aim was true, thine arm is 

So, Hubert, once were mii 
Where tins old scar deforms my 1 
jFrom whichf onee more the red c 
1 bore, for thee, a ruflBan's blow ^ 
This, arm then laid the victim low 

And savM that lifeof thim 
Full, in his ^e, the tear-drop can 
He gnaw'd his lip, for rage and si 
Wanderer, when youthful blood ra 
When toys and trifles were thy ca 
Didst c*er, in boyish revelry^ 
jScoff at an old man^s silver hairs ? 
If so, perhaps thy heart has borne 
That M man's silent look of soor. 
Then well thou knowVt, why slep 
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Hjs trembUos lips could nought repty, 
And tears o^erflowM his downcast eye, 
For, scarce had gone the noisf crasrdy 
£re &it he wept and sobb'd aloud.— 

'* Hubert! preserve those tears that flow, 
And shed them for aaibtiier's wo ! 
If in thy breast, remorse, for wrong 

Can plunge i(s deadly sting $ 
If e*er thy heart of steel can bteed^ 
For blackest crime, for fbulest deed ; 
TVeep for the woes of her, to wiiom 

Thou ga7*8t this emerald ring !*' 

Wild then and sadden was his start ; 

Soon from his lips the blood did part. 

And strangely now he 6x*d his gaze, 

Upon the little emerald's blase. 

His fading sight with frantic {^are 

Seem*d feebly still dhnected there, 

Nor more then seem'd ; now reelM his head, 

His senses CulM, his vigour fled. 

Then flushM my fece, my fears grew strong,, , 

For flickering life had linger^ long ; 

And long I chaTd his palms and brows, ^ ' 

GNi to his cheek the life-blood rose. 



43Luwf wiirn 1 acem'd his streng 
To hear the tale, I told him a 
And markM the bitter teai^dr 
And, ere of half my lips could 
They rested oft in short delay 
For oft Ids cheek grew deadly 
And olt hiff senses ^gan to fail. 

But, when I said, " for all the - 
She chides thee not ; her const 
Sliall stand upon the scroll of hea 
That Hubert's crime may be foi^: 
Both palms his wretched face d 
While, with short sobs, be fecbl, 
'* Oh T spare me, cruel £dwy, s] 

»» No, Huliert !'* Edwy then rei 
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Not far is now that brightening beam, 
Whose smile shall chase away thy sorrow. 

Oh, Hubert ! can thy heart be gay, 
While £l]en*8 heart is sunk forever?*' 

With quivering lip he quick did say, 
^ No! good old Edwy, never ! never ! 

Her wrongs shall be my dsdly theme ; 

Her woes shall be my nightly dream ; 

No smile upon this brow shall beam ; 

No joy within this heart shall gleam ; 

"No garb PU wear but weeds of wo ; 

No rest my wandering feet shall know ; 

In ev'ry draught my tears shall show'r. 
And mingle with the spring ; 

Till Ellen's hand, in bridal hour. 

Receive this emerald ring !**.... 

Soft were my hours of short repose ; 
I dream'd^ that poor, old Mary's woes 
And hapless Ellen's griefs were o'er, 
And Hubert was a wretch no more.... 

Now,from my couch, in haste I rose^ 
That Mary's heart might joy, to know 
Of Hubert's penitential vow. 
And, ne'er with half the speed, beftn^. 
Old Edwy reach'd the cottage door. 
Lightly my footsteps enter'd there. 

While OQ my brow smil'd tidings £ur. 
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' jj :|; One eager glance assur'd 

I ' ! Her witherM ehin bad m 

\ j' And b her eye, half opM, 

The Bflent look of death r 
Her last sad tenir had oeas 
And fix»eD, on her cheek, 
And, whea I lightly pass'd 
With trembling larte, up< 
j: 'l My fingers seem'd on moc 
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Wanderer, have yon ever i 

Half hidden, inthelowlai 

,if The bashful lily of the val 

One single bell upon a stei 

Whose frASrnmct^ flnafMl m 
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Yet firm was Edwy's purpose then, 
That iie*er his limbs should rest agen, 
Though his old knees might need delaj 
Though cold the blast, and long the w 
Until to Hubert he should bring 
The words of Ellen, and the ring. 
And, if the wretch should recreant pn 
Alike to honour and to love^ 
Then Edwy^s bitter curse should ilow, 

On Hubert^s head for ever ; 
And o*er the world would Edwy go, 
Till wandering EUen, safe from harms 
Found rest in aged E2dwy*8 arms : 
Nor pause till then his feet should kn 

Save life's frail thread should sevei 



it.< 



i?^irv'« Rtore would well sopp] 



4^ame Ibe loud shout and laughter high, 
liVith mingled KNvids of ravehy. 

And, when my Ibot-stepe reached the hal](, 
*Twa8 rude carouse, and riot all. 
ilouud went the song and jovial glee, 
And Hubert's vnke rang merrily. 

His mirth 8weU*d high my heart, the more; 
In Bcoro, I gasM his features o''er ; 
Soon then I mark'd his kindling eye. 
That glancM on mine in fierce reply. 
For oft, of late, my counsel bore, 
'Gainst nights of endless reyehy. 

In wrath) upon my fiaice he^aa'd ; 
His wme-sick bniA could poorly brook 
My bended brow, and clouded look. 
And, when I wav*d my locks of grey. 
His burning anger £n«*d its way; 
A goblet from the board he rais'd. 
He hiirl*d the cup, it scathM. my brow. 
And big, red dns^ began to^ow. 
Then riot rose, and all the throng 
Hang loud applanse, in laughter long. 
But Hubert's face was clouded o'er ; 
For, still regardless of the blow, 
IVitli look unchang'd, such glance I bore. 
A •JWwy DCFcr ^ve before. 



jiuoeix : uese bain resent th< 

Thine aim was true, thine ann h 

So, Hubert, once were m 

Where this old scar deforms my 

From which, once more the red 

I bore, for thee, a nifl^'a blow ; 

Thia arm then laid the victim loi 

And sav'd that lifecrfthii 

Pull, in his eye, the tear-drop ca 

He ipiawM his lip, for rage and s 

Wand'rer, when youthful blood r 

When toys and trifles were thy c 

Didst e'er, in boyish revehy, 

5coff at an old man's silver kain \ 

If so, perhaps thy heart has boim 

That old man's silent lo<A of scoi 

Then well thou know'st, why slei 
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His tremblios Iip« ootild nought repty, 
And tears o^eiflowM his downcast eye, 
For, scarce had gone the nxmff croirdy 
£re &it he we]^ and sobb'd aloud.— 

'^Hubert! preienre those tears that flow, 
And shed them for «ibttier*8 wo ! 
If in thy breast, remorse, for wrong 

Can phnge i|s deadly sting $ 
If e*er thy heart of steel can Meed» 
For blackest crime, for foulest deed ; 
IVeep for the woes of her, to whom 

Thou gav*st this emerald ring !*' 

Wild then and sodden was his start ; 

Soon from hig lips the blood did part. 

And strangely now he 6xM his gaze, 

Upon the little em*rald*8 blase. 

His fading sight with frantic glare 

Serai*d feebly still directed there, 

Nor more then seem'd ; now reelM his head, 

His senses failM, his vigour fled. 

Then flushM my fece, my fears grew strongs . 

For flickering life had linger^ long ; 

And long 1 chaPd his palms and brows, ^ ' 

Gre to hip cheek the life-blood rose. 



Auu, wnen 1 deemed his itien, 
To hear the tale, I told hun i 
And markM the bitter tea^dJ 
And, ere of half my lips coulc 
They rested oft in short delaj 
For oft his cheek grew deadly 
And oft his senses 'jgan to foil. 

But, when I said, " for all the 
She chides thee not ; her consi 
Shall stand upon the scroll of bet 
That Hubert's crime may be foiig 
Both palms h» wretched Usee c 
While, with short sobs, he fecbl 
'* Oh ? spare me, cruel £dwy, t 

*'No, Hubert \^ £dwy then k 
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Not &T 18 now that bright^niog beam, 
Whose smile shall chase away thy sorrow. 

Oh, Hubert ! can thy heart be gay, 
While Ellen's heart is sunk for everp*' 

With quivering lip he quick did say, 
" No ! good old Edwy, never ! never ! 

Her wrongs shall be my daily theme ; 

Her woes shall be my nightly dream ; 

No smile upon this brow shall beam ^ 

No joy within this heart shall gleam ; 

No garb Pll wear but weeds of wo; 

No rest my wandering feet shall know ; 

In ev*ry draught my tears shall showV, 
And mingle with the spring; 

TiU Ellen's hand, in bridal hour, 

Receive this emVald ring !**.... 

Soft were my hours of short repose ; 
I dream'd^ that poor, old Mary's woes 
And hapless Ellen's griefs were o'er, 
And Hubert was a wretch no more.... 

Now, from my couch, in haste I rose. 
That Mary's heart might joy, to know 
Of Hubert's penitential vow. 
And, ne'er with half the speed, bei(H«, 
Old Edwy reach'd the cottage door. 
Ldghtly my footsteps enter'd there. 

While on my brow smil'd tidmgs £ur. 

6 






Yfixa piceoos wHine, ana mi 






One eager ^ance assarM m 
\ ^ ' Her witherM chin had sunk 

And in her eye, half op*d, ! 

The silent look of death re] 

i 

Her last sad te** had oeas'd 

And frocen, on her cheek, < 

And, when I lightly passM 

With tremblbg Inste, upoi 

My fingers seemM on mooi 

Wanderer, have yon ever t 
Half hidden, inthelowlar 

t.^ The bashful Ifly of the val 

I One single bell upon a stei 

j Whose fragrance floated oi 
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Say, have yom tgm aiway tbe fkm% 
The plaything of an idle hoar, 

And thrown it Ughtly hy P 
And did you e'er, at partiog, view 
The stock, on which the lily giew, 
And mark, how 8oon the fieeUe steal} 
Dishonour^ of its only gem. 

Would droe^ and pine, and dieP 

Thus lovely once did Ellen seem. 
When first, beside the liUle straomi 
Hubert bar artless ehanns sorvey'dy 
As there at eventide she 8^^*d. 

Thus, on her cheek the deepening hoe^ 
More closely seen, wore lovely grew ; 
And thus her modest head she hung. 
When love was fifst on Hubert*s tongue. 
And thus he st(^ away the ilowV, 
The plaything of an idle hour. 

And threw it lightly by; 
And thus old Mary's heart, deipoiPd, 
RobbM of her dear, her only child. 

Did droop, and pine, and die..^ 
Soon tumM away my footsteps then, 
And never pass'd the vale ageo. 
But, when I left the lonely eot, 
Old Carlo MCB*4 to heed BKBOt; 



V"! 



, i My words for faithful Carlo, 



1 

t 
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£ii8ur*d an aged henlsmao's c 
Who said he knew the lurchei 



Long were the tale of Hubert 
And constant toil, and short r 
And frequent tear, and bitter t 
And fading cheek, and fever'd 
w And wild resolve, before a woi 

" Of hapless Ellen's fete he heai 

As long thetale, as sad to hea 

Of wandering Ellen's constant 

And drooping head, and faintii 

And flick'ring life, that long'd 

And sharp rebuke, and woman 
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What vice and misery were there, 
Where my long search, at last, regain^ 
All, that of Ellen still remain*d? 
Kind stranger, let me pass it o'er.... 
Bat no, for now thine anxious eyes 
Speak some unkind, unjust surmise.... 

And is thy luckless fortune blind, 
To half the worth of womankind P 
And canst thou, in ungen*rons part, 
Think lightly of a woman's heart? 

Such thoughts were mine, but long before 
The frothy tide of youth was o'er. 
And long, till manhood drew the vol, 
^inst woman's heart, I lovd to rail ; 
>Gainst woman's heart, I lov'd to hear 
The jest unkind, and word severe. 
For then it surely seemM to me, 
That woman^s love and constancy 
Were legend light, and faiiy tale. 

But it, 'gainst gentle woman, aught 
Thou bear'st, in such ungen'rous thought, 
Shame on a heart, that would disown 
The fairest jewel in its crown ! 
Oh ! let such thought for ever go ! 
Or never, never shalt thou know 
Iiiie*8 dearest drop of balm, that flows 
To mingle with thy worldly woes. 
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f . . ■ 

\ 1. 



i 



Of tender love ana contsumcj 
Gazing on heavenly woman^s ' 
That lives and loves, alone ft 

Thy stale noon day of life sfa: 
Before another^s youth is don 

On woman, if thou hadst hes 
In youth, thy love, thy const 
Lighter by half had been th} 
Fewer by half had beeu thy 

And, when thy wane is chill 
And, when the verge of life i 
No woman^s love and consta 
Shall shed one bitter tear fo 
No hand shall ask thy last can 
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j^fo varying griefs her love could change, 
Ko waght of woes her heart estrange. 

And, if thou marvell^st how it fell, 
That fSllen'g feet e*er eaaae to dwell 
In haunts of vice ; then stranger, knowf 
Perfidious man, in pity's guise, 
Basely seducM her to the cell ! 
And, there he long and vainly strove, 
f oor ElWs dumgeless heart to move. 
With paltry gold and empty sighs. 

For, when he found her, houseless, poor, 
And begging alms, from door to door $ 
Be said, 'twas shame, that one, so&ir. 
Such cruel part were doomM to bear ; 
And kmdly ask'd that she would tell. 
Where chanc'd herself and friends to dw^ 

And, when he knew no friends were near, 
No other's shield, no brother's spear, 
Whose lion-heart might not be longj 
To right an injur'd sister's wrong ; 
Hi# gallant soul, its purpose high, 
Her cup of bitter gall to fill. 
To make a wretch more wretched still, 
Conceal'd, beneath a pitying si^. 
tie Baid, be knew a geoUe friend^ 



At length the wretch, with nougl 
But time and labour, basely lost, 
Tum'd from the chase, and gave 
Nor cast one thought of Ellen m< 

Her weary woes, at last, o^ercan 
Her tender heart and feeble fram 
\ And, in her wildly staring eye, 

Now ragM the burning hectic hi{ 

\ No gentle hand, no constant can 

Turned EUen*8 feverM pillow th< 

And, had not Heaven directed th 

My steps, to find her secret cell, 

I My feet had sought the wretch ii 

jf.' For Ellen ne'er I dream'd to see, 

\l In haunts like these ; where sorn 

T' And nnipl nuinUi nprfiHimia narf 
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From man*s, as from a tigers lowV; 
And (rft, ID her delirioas hour, 
CallM wildly upon Hubert's Dame, 
And rav*d of love aod coDstaD<7.... 

Oh ! *twas a piteous thiag, to see 

The little fUlea's ausery. 

For fevefd blood aDd coDStaot care 

Had sadly shorn her fiowiog hair. 

That hasel eye did straDgely glare, 

Aod, iD its socket budI^d low^ 

Now told of Dought but wild despair. 

Oiire*s aDxious haDd had stamped, e'en noiTf 

Its checkered signet on her brow. 

Her cheek, deep liD'd by streaming woes^ 

Displayed, by fits, the fev'rish rose. 

And pallid lily, sadly fair. 

And, when the hectic strife was o'er. 

Then on her cheek the rose no more 

Strove, 'gaiost the pale usurper's powV; 

The lily sat ia triumph there. 

Scarce aught remaio'd, by which to know 

*Twas Ellen, but her tale of wo.... 

That hawthorn, which I oft have seen, 
With flow'rs so fair, and leaves so green. 
Long since has yielded to the storm, 
And stands like Ellen's bHgbtedform. 
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Yet, Still Bome &dii^ linea 
That told what EUen once 
For nature's stamp, so fair 
Must stand the tide of son 

But wanderer, well thy wea 
May lag, an old man's tale 
And, if the tale has been to< 
Forgive an M man's erring 
Whose mem*ry loves to ling 
The days of youth, the seem 

Now the mower's toil is end! 

Flocks and herds are homewt 
And, mark ! boieath the moi 
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She said, ber heart had lost its pride, 

Her soul must wend to Heaven. 
And how, when Ellen came to know. 
Of wretehed Huberts dreadful vow, 
She wore the ring, in bridal hour, 
And said, that all her griefs were o>er : 
For, though the felt they soon most part, 
Tet, now she knew tiiat Hubert's heart 
Would sureljrbe forgiven. 

And how, of all when tidings came 
To Huhert^ sire ; for rage and shame. 
He fiercely tiimVl iHm from his door : 
For Hubert then had long withstood 
Hiscrudnreftui^>ending mood; 
Nor e'er would give his heartless hand. 
For wealthy lady's gear and land. 

And how old Edwy ne«er before. 
Mid all the joys of better years. 
Knew such a dear, and heart-felt hour. 
As, when his constant pra3^r8 and tean 
Prevails, on Hubert's heart, to take 
His ample store, for Ellen's sake. 

And how at length, no more to bide, 
With cruel sire and heartless friend 
Old Edwy crosiPd the ocean billow, 
W ith Bitet Md hv 4roo|iB«; bride. 



'' uen juiien's soul had gone tc 
Her mortal frame, by Hubc 
Was laid beneath the wUloi 

And oft he sought the spot, at 
And scatter»d wild flow»re o'. 

Strange seem'd his brow, his 
He rais'd no sigh, no tear he 
Jfo word of Ellen e'er he bslU 
f But silent thus, for hours, wo 

. ^^ing upon the tablet greyr. 

It was a month or mor 

,^ ■ After the hapless Ellen died, 

. f-y ^^«n first poor Hubert's chan 

'/ '■ And knew that all was 

'I i Hubert was then mine only cai 

I • knA *vr* I ^ J .... 
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And, Btnmgely smiling, toesM away 
The wild wood-rose, and lily gay. 
And cried, while reaching oat the flow*r, 
** Edwy, it is my wedding day ; 
This pledge of love, good £dwy, bear, 
And say to Ellen, she most wear 
This emVald ring, in bridal hour.'* 

And, while my heart with sorrow bled, 
I tiim*d to hide my grief^ and said, 
** sure, dearest Hubert, thou dost know. 
That passM is Ellen's bridal hour! 
And, sure thou know'st this little thing, 
Which thou dost call an em'rald ringi 
Is nothing but an hare-bell flow'r f* 
Then first his tears began to flow ; 
Wild was the piteous look he gave; 
And, as he slowly tum'd to go. 
He mutterM, ** 'tis a cruel thing, 
That Edwy will not bear the ring : 
Ellen will chide my long delay." 

And when, as reasoning words were vain, 
I said, to sooth his fever'd brain, 
" Stay, dearest Hubert, weep not so ; 
Edwy will bear that ring for thee !" 
He tum'd, and gas'd me wildly o'er, 
As one he ne'er had seen before ; 
And cried, ''who art tbou .9 artthoahe, 
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c^eeioDg tbe ^t where Glle 
And, when the willow came 
He turnM, and whispered in 
Some words, so low I could 
Then, with slow tread, and 1 
And lifted finger, creeping n< 
Short while, his listening ear 

Upon the tablet low ; 

Then slowly rising, wav'd hi 

And tears began to flow. 

Then crouch'd upon the tabl 

Till slumber chas*d liis woes 

As now, beneath the lonely wil 

He makes the simple stone his j 

Plainer now thou hear'st the 
Murmuring brook, and tink 
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THE TRIAL OP THE HARP. 



ft ow blithe the fiury circles glide. 

In frolic dance, at eventide f 

They screen their forms from mortal eye^ 

In green and silver livery : 

Green is the mead on which they stray, 

And silver is the moonbeam^s ray. 

Within the magic ring, 
There stands a cave, whose thousand rays 
The silver beam in pride displays ; 
Blending the crystal's gairish sheen^ 
With lively light of jasper green : 
Its dome with crystal is array'd, 
And jasper gems its colonnade : 
There reigns th' .£olian kiog.... 

Slow rising from the cavem'd ha^ 
First comes an aged seneschal, 
His finger on his lips he lays. 
The sign the foiry band obeys i 

a 



No fairy frc«n the ring dan 
But oh the knee they light 
And wave tbdr wands of g 

The high command, on ra| 
Bears Zephyr, herald of tl 
To ev'ry breeze and ev'ry 
On mountain difi^ in lowla 
E^en to the winds, that gei 
The tiny stream, and cnrl 
The herald bears the tidinj 
The East alone and all hh 
Unbidden to the court rem 
Instant the winds obedient 
Around their monarches a 
And silent wait tfadr king* 
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All, but l&e whirlwind, at the word, 
Speed with liege haste before their lord ; 
He bade th* .^Bolian herald bring 
His bold defiance to the king.... ^ 

Uprose the kings of winds ; the band 

Of Curies rise, and round him stand. 

No breeze dare move, whose breath could stir 

Their little wands of gossamer. 

Swift, at the word, an herald brings 

The living lyre, of silver strings ; 

And, in th* .£olian monarches name, 

He makes aloud the high proclaim. 

♦* Come, all ye winds, who dare aspire, 

To sweep the soft ^Eolian lyre ! 

In order rise, no humble meed 

Is to the victor wind decreed ; 

Be it or zephyr, breeze, or gale, 

Whose skill shall o'er the lyre prerail !** 

The herald ceasM ; when, loud and strong, 
The North wind* rushed amid the throng ; 

UnmarshallM forth he sprang, and seizM the lyre : 
With wild, tremendous hand he pass'd 
Along the chords, in wint'ry blast 

So rude the touch, so rough the measure, 
The fairies fled, and from their hands 
fi^ fear ^^ 4ropp^4'their poagic waiM}«. 
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And, when tlie willow came 
He turned, and whisper'd in 
Some words, so low 1 could 
Then, with slow tread, and 
And lifted finger, creeping n 
Short while, his listening ear 

Upon the tablet low ; 

Then slowly rising, wav»d h 

And tears began to flow 

Then crouchM upon the tab! 

Till slamber chas'd liis woes 

As now, beneath the lonely wil 

He makes the simple stone his 

Plainer now thou hear^st the 
Murmuring brook, and tin! 
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xHow blithe the fiury circles glide^ 

In frolic dance, at eventide f 

They screen their forms from mortal e7e> 

In green and silver livery : 

Green is the mead on which they stray, 

And silver is the moonbeam's ray. 

Within the magic ring, 
There stands a cave, whose thousand rays 
The silver beam in pride displays ; 
Blending the crystal's gairish sheen^ 
With lively light (^jasper green : 
Its dome with crystal is array'd, 
And jasper gems its colonnade : 
There reigns th' .£olian kiog.... 

Slow rising from the cavem'd ha^ 
First comes an aged seneschal, 
His finger on his lips he lays,. 
The sign the fairy band obeys ; 

a 



1^ (£ No fairy from the ring dares s 

1; But on the knee they lightly i 

■ % And ware their wands of gotB 

i 

The high command, on rapid 
Bears Zephyr, herald of the I 
To ev'ry breeie and ev'ry gal 
On mountain difi^ in lowland 
E'en to the winds, that gently 
The tiny stream, and cnri the 
The herald bears the tidings I 
The East alone and all his trs 
\i <; Unbidden to the court remain 

. I; Instant the winds obedient fly ; 

f,| Around their inonarch's cave 

<| j And silent wait their king's cc 
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All, but &e whkiwind, at the word, 
Speed with liege haste before their lotd ; 
He bade th' .^Boliao herald bring 
His bold defiance to the 



Uprose the kings of winds ; the band 

Of Curies rise, and round him stand. 

No breeze dare move, whose breath could stir 

Their little wands of gossamer. 

Swift, at the word, an herald brings 

The living lyre, of silver strings ; 

And, in th* iEoIian monarches name, 

He makes aloud the high proclaim. 

** Come, all ye winds, who dare aspire, 

To sweep the soft ^Eolian lyre ! 

In order rise, no humble meed 

Is to the victor wind decreed ; 

Be it or zephyr, breese, or gale, 

Whose skill shall o*er the lyre prerail !** 

The herald ceasM ; when, loud and strong, 
The North wind* rushed amid the throng ; 

UnmarshalPd forth he sprang, and seizM the lyre : 
With wild, tremendous hand he passM 
Along the chords, in wint*ry blast. 

So rude the touch, so rough the measure, 
The fidries fled, and from their hands 
fi^ fear thegp' 4ropp*d'their poagic waiM}«. 
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f ' } Again, obedient to the king, 

The fairies formM the mag^c rin] 
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Again the herald made proclaim 

The heraki cea8M....th* inconstant 

No sephyr in his train there canw 

l; With c(Mi8ciou8»pride he vaunted 

4 PleasM at the failure of the Nort 

For North and South were old and 
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Amid the fairy throng, 
With lofly step and strong, 
He proudly swept along. 

Wild and fantastic were the sounds 1: 
Now madly bold, now tremblirijc an^ 
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Proud of his skill, he glanc'd around 
Upon the North, m high disdain, 
Whose hand had tried the lyre in vain : 
And now his notes again grew strong } 

He sought for higher fame. 
But when he found from all the throng 

No murmuring plaudit came ; 
His hand grew light, he lowerM liis tone, 
And glan'cM upon the monarch's throne : 

The monarch frown'd. 
Sudden, he lost his native (ire. 
And quiv'ring, fanltVing, dropp'd the lyre ; 
And died away for shame. 

The herald now could scarce restrain 
The North wind, from the lyre again. 

Once more the herald made proclaim ; 
And now a thousand clouds there came. 
With hollow blast and tempest strong* 
That pioneer'd the East along. 
Uprose the king of winds with ire, 
And bade the pioneers retire ; 
And tell thehr lord, who dare resort 
Unbidden to th' .^olian court, 
To keep his blast and tempest bound, 
Whene'er the harp of winds should sound ; 
Nor then p< rmit his clouds to stray. 
Athwart the moonbeam's silv'ry way. 
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j^epoTTs tirst before I 
Who breathe the haikay brea 
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Short while with six 
He softly swept the diver strii 
And, when he found his ha 
He paused upon the 
While, oi the zephy 
One lightly o^er the harp his t 
His tiny fingers trembled as tl 
Unwont alone to raise a note s 
He ceas'd ; another came, and no 
Another ; and till wme at last re 
Of all the littie choir, 
Who have not tried their qu; 
Upon the silver lyre : 
Now sleeps the harp of winds, am 
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bark ! they wske the trembling measure ! 
Now they warUe notes of pleasore. 
Glee and roandelay ! 
Now they raise their wild notes higher ! 
And now they swdl the sounds in fulleit choir ! 
And now they die away ! 
Yet die so gently on thine ear, 
That still the sounds thou seem*st to hear. 
Again the harp is stiU ; and now 
A smile is on the monarch's brow. 
CheerM by that smile, advances to the lyre 
The West alone, the sephyr train retire. 

Along the silver strings, 
fiis hand he lightly flings. 

In measure gently wild. 
Instant he lifts his anxious gaie, 
*Tis not to seek tiie monarch's praise ; 
The timid West had secret fear 
He might displease the royal ear: 

He saw the monarch smil'd.... 
His heart u fiim, his hand is strong; 
He sweeps the silver stringi along. 

EntrancM, the North, with ear profound, 
Now holds his breath to hear the sound. 
Amid the skies 
The wild notes rise; 
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And now, so i 




Thou eeem'st thy very se 
That strikes t 




'Tis rapture a 



- ■ 

■' He wakes the silver 1 

■^■. Mild is the meajiure, 

■in LullM to rest by mag. 

Ji) t Care is soothM, and s( 

The liquid sounds, in 

Now gently bind the i 

Now o*er this nether ^ 

\i ■ '. And bear it softly to tl 

.. i ' Till, with the measure cl 

It seems to rest awhile h 
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And ev'ry fairy in the band 
Npw wav^d aloft his little wand: 
And ev'ry zephyr sighed for pleasure. 

The herald made his last proclaim : 

JSo zephyr, breeze, or gale there came.... 

Now spake that herald high, whose stand 
Was on the monarch's better hand ; 
And thus aloud decreed ; 

»* Of all the winds, the Western gale, 

Alone, does o'er the lyre prevail ! 

Then let no other wind aspire, 

To touch the soft MjUbii lyre : 

Such is the victor's meed !'^ 

And now the monarch Graves his hand 
The seneschal the ngn conv^ , 
His finger on his Kps he lays ; 
And ev'ry £ury in the band 
Now doffs his plume, and bends nis icner, 
And to the West wind, three times three, 
Bows down his head, and waves his little wand. 

The herald glanc'd upon the king ; 

A^in he wav'd his hand ; 
The fairies op'd their magic ring ; 

And, from the monarch's band, 
7 



. f ^J Proceeds that aged sen 

The herald bean the a 
And last the mooarch'^ 
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1 ^^1 govem»d by their 

The fairies dance in my 

« Till morning lustre faini 

And mingles with the ail 









They close their elfin m< 

He gives the sign, he sta 

And now they fly a thoi* 

:^. '» haste to shum the mon 

. }. TiU ev'ry fairy finds his c 

L ^^thin the lily, perfumv 
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BILLOWY WATER. 



•R TBI BANKS OF A BIVBR, AT IIOON-MGBT. 

THESE fines appealed first, in Boston, in the Palladiiim. 
They were ivpablished in London, slKKtly aAer, in the 
Courier, without any notice of their transatlantic on^ 
fpja. This remark is intended fw those, who have 
known them only as the lines in the Courier ; or who 
iMve seen them, in some of our own newspapeis, M 
* dw productioo of an aQooymous British Baxd«" 

JiiLLOWY water, roll along ! 
While far I mark thy various way ; 
At first, from gentle fountains sprung ; 
Through meadows wont to strafi 

Softly there thy smooth tide flows } 
Where, lighted by the moon^s pale beam, 
The margin wild-flower fondly bows, 
To kiss thy silv'ry stream. 

Wavy soon thy waters grow, 
K or longer softly, gently glide ; 
And other tiny streamlets flow, 
To swell thy bustling pride. 
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It pours a torrent, loud and 
And bears, resistless, on its 
Its «pav»lly bed along. 

There thy turbid wave is 
To bold afar its muddy way 
As if it scom'd, with salt ses 
To mix its waters grey. 



So, the troubled •Arve pu 
His cloudy way, through lim 

% • " BEFORE you enter the to^ 

murt cross the Arve, which, at this 
ger than in winter, being swollen by 
of the Alps. 

f . ** ''^ n^w has its s^ittce at the i 

m the valley of Chamouni. is imm«1 
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If or dies it witii its sable htm, 
But holds his course akme. 

Still, afar as ey4t can strain. 
Thy waves are seen, in tempest tost ; 
Impetuous rushing midst the main, 
Where all in surge is lost. 

Billowy water, roll along ! 
While &r I mark thy various way ; 
Thy murm'ring stream, thy torrent strong 
Life's varying tide display. 

First, its infant waters flow. 
Through verdant dale, and flowery mead ^ 
Where lilies of the valley blow, 
And £uries softly tread. 

Glassy now its bosom seems ; 
But Avarice soon and bubbling Pride 
Pour in their tributary streams ; 
And swell the little tide. 

* Two mOei below the plaee of their junctioo, a difftr' 
cnee md (^podtion between this ill-sorted oouple it still 
obtenrable : these, however, gradually abate by long hahi^ 
till at last, yieMiiig to necessity, and those unrelenting^ 
laws which joined them together, they mix in perfect 
vnion, and flow in a common stream to the end d thdf 

Mptr^t Vkw ofFfvnce, &c, FoL /. 



THE PLUNDERER'S GRAVE. 
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THE PLUNDERER*S GRAVE. 



IS«(ow hides the green moimtaiB, 

Beneath its white billow ; 

And chillM is the foontahi, 

And leafless the willow : 

The tempest, loud swellii^ 

Now drives along dreary ; 

Before the storm yelling, 

The sea-mew flies weary, 
And cowering, seeks shelter from ocean^s wild roar. 

While billows are bounding. 

O'er rude rocks, surrounding 
The long sandy beach, and the craggy lee-shore. 

Where now does the bark ride, 
The wild water braving ? 
Where now, o'er the dark tide, 
The gay streamer waving ? 
And where now, so fearless, 
The nnrhier, belibing 
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mat mariner blast 
That streamer has dnmke 

O'er breakers, loud 

The waves fiercelj ] 

Whae rude biUows, 

In riot, roll round h 

Go, hehnsman, mid . 

Thine arm now must 

Oh ! kiss with dev< 

The pledge, that s 

W^ho ne'er may behold thee, 

Think of her, who 
W'hen danger is ne 
Then phmge thy bold form 

main! 



THK plunderer's GRATE. Z5 

Wb motionless corse on the lone shore thejr lay. 

Rude waves, loudly roaring, 

Along the strand pouring, 
Now bear him again o^er the watery w^ ! 

Again rise the surges ; 

Again they restore him : 

Again the wave urges 

Its rcfluence o^er him ! 

Who, reckless of danger, 

Now braves mid the ocean ? 

How wild looks the strai^r ! 

How frantic his motion ! 
He rescues the corse from the rough rolling wave ! 

The strand for its pillow, 

From out the salt billow. 
He rescues the corse.. ..but it is not to save ! 

There stands, dark and lonely, 

The plunderer^s dwelling ; 

He seeks the strand, only 

When sea-mews are yelling. 

When, mid the storm howling, 

No star is seen beaming, 

The wretch then is prowling ; 

The false fire is gleaming, 
To lead the poor mariner on to hii doom ! 

When waves bear him senseless, 

He robe the defenceless, 
And pluoges the corse in the billowy tomb ! 
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Hard eam'd was the t 


ill 


Through tempest load 


Though toiling was pic 


'' 1 


For her, who was dear to the mi 


The fierce hand, unspa 




Now rudely is tearing 


The poor humble garb from the • 
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The pledge of devotion 
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Thine arm still is wear. 
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That pledge, mid tiie oc 
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Gave heart to thy darm 
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When eyes, brightly bej 
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Have ever beset thee j 


'1 


When false fears were di 




Thy girl would forget tl 


It brightened thy love, and it tioh 



TMB VLUMOimSE'S ea^TK S7 

Poor, heart' sunken seaman ! 

He grasps at thy treaaira! 

And ihall be bereave that? 

Thy 4ariav pledge sever? 

And cruelly leave thaeP 

No, mariner, never ! 
The tall wave indignantly rolls to the shore ! 

The ann cf the Thunderer 

Seises the plunderer ! 
Floods overwhelm biDfi I he riseg no more ? 

The refluent biUow 

Now leavas the beach wavelev f 

The flood is the pillow 

Of mariner graveless. 

fiat mark the wave strandingf. 

More boldly aspirii^; f 

The mariner landing, 

Then skvwly retiring j 
The plunderer comes not along with the tide ; 

The shark is heard dashing, 

Amid the waves splashing ! 
The froth of the billow with crimson is died ! 

While chill blasts are blowing, 

Who o'er the corse gazes P 

His garb round it throwing. 

The sailor he raises. 

From winds cold and stormingi 

The stniDger has borne him i 



I 



: ? 



■r. 



,1 



>l 



*-«w wuQuui IB gj 

He ne'er shall forget the 

The while wini 

Has left the^rre, 

Jf ow leaves dr« 

Now ripples the 

l^ere tempests 

Soft breezes are 

The sea-mew, la 

Is 'neath the roc 

The sailor is for from the : 

The girl that wa« 

WTien danger was 

Now holds to her bosom he 
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THE TEAR-DROP. 
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THE TEAB-DROP. 



TO HSR, WHOM 1 LOVK. 

I LOVE tliee,dettKirl,<brthoK eyes that Speak pkafU^ 
Tkoie sweet litaeiiDKlets, that artfuUy earl ; 

ITtelips, whoeloftlttvedniakjoy withQUtmeunrai 
Jad ckeeks liknMiv roses, I love tbee, my girl. 

But, ah ! when the sad tale of pity does move thee^ 
I love Aee indeed to that deep bosom-sigh ; 

'Tet most for that sure pledge of mrture I love llieei 
The tew^iQp, ^lat standi in tiiy soft melting ey<e ! 

Ami, gtill while I gaze at its txemulous motion, 
Or down thy warm cheek see it stealing its way, 

^Ti» dearer to me than the pearl of the ocean, 
jl^ pfi dearer than India's gem is its ray* 

Give the tear to my lips then! and love, thus requited, 
No longer shall mourn for the loss of the sigh ; 

For tiiat was for Heaven, and serajAs, delighted, 
Have home ^te dear tribute in triumph on hig^. 

Tweve joy, though the last of my days were to-moirow^ 
To Aink you would come to lament for my doom ; 

O^er my tiUet to shed such a tear-drop of sorrow ; 
Ta heave sudi a sig^ as yoatum'd from my tomb 
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»c»i, nauemoer me, wlien t 

Shall bear me my, ©»« thi 

llieD let sudi a tJKdrop bede 

For him, who shall nerer bdi 

When they tell ihee, his lipt tlM 
"^Tth thine, are elosM motionl 

And that life's ebfclng breath as 
In sighs to his mistress, andf 

Then say that I Ioy\l thee with 
And sigh for my fortune with 

And, while my food spirit diall 
Oh! ihed such a tear-diop fee 



THE BILLOW. 
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THE BILLOW. 



Ito, little ImIIow, rippling go, 
AdowD the streamlet gently flowing ; 

And roll thy way along the bay, 
Where load the lengthening blafti are bloiriDg. 

And strive to gain the mighty main, 
Where wild the wat*ry war ie raging ; 

And rear thy form amid the storm. 
Where fierce the waves and winds are waging. 

Where fast before the thunder's roar 
The mountain-wave is madly driven ; 

And bursts its ire mid lightning's fire, 
High in the arch of angry Heaven. 

There tempest tost the bark is lost. 
The sailor toils o'er ocean swelling; 

And hope has fled, while round his head 
The grey sea-mew is loudly yelling. 

When parting life has ceas'd the strife, 
Go, Heaven speed thee, rolling billow. 




Wb sonwrs o'er, to seek once more 
Far distant home and humble dwelling. 

Where now, beride the glassy pride 
Of Avon's smoothly flowing river, 

Poor Mary's righs that often rise 
Moum for the sailor, lost for ever. 

Her tear-dK^s glide wth Avon's tide 
Fast falling near the weeping wiUow ; 

Where Zephyr woo'd the tiny flood. 
That bore thee first a little billow. 



i94e 




